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vision of Swedenborg's where all the damned and blessed fly
of their own accord to the particular places appointed for
them, hellions of every sort to their hells and the blessed id
their heavens. And the particular thing that had assembled
all these worthy men in Morningside Prospect was the searing
influence of Monday morning upon their souls.
From the ages of thirteen or fourteen onward they had all
been working, year in and year out, at occupations that
required their punctual appearance at a place of business at a
specific hour on Monday morning and had fixed them rigidly
to mealtimes and routines of punctuality always. They had
taken perhaps a fortnight or less of'holiday in ths year,
glorious days that made fifty Mondays in the year darker
by contrast.
All through their lives they had toiled and dealt faithfully
with their employers and behaved circumspectly, and saved
money with one sole object in view, retirement.  No living
dangerously  for   them,   no  invention  nor  discovery, but
retirement. For them, not having to go to work on Monday,
not hurrying to the shop or office in the morning, had become
the Supreme Good. Religious people talk of the Desecration
of the Sabbath, but for these worthy souls, who had been the
backbone of that ordered business world that is now crumb-
ling down to irreparable ruin, the Desecration of the Week ,
Day was the crowning triumph of life. They trampled upon
their defeated fetters, at eleven o'clock in the morning, at three
o'clock in the afternoon, with a feeling of peculiar blessedness.
So, all over the world of the great decay, the exploiters
of land, the building estates, built their Morningside Prospects,
as moth hunters treacle for moths, and there these men who \
had retired, according to their means and dimensions, came
and lived, and Mr and Mrs Tewler abode beside them.
They lived in Homestead, in Morningside Prospect, for \
the rest of their lives until an accident overtook and destroyed
it in 1941* and they lived in considerable contentment
A certain slovenliness of accent that had characterised
Edward Albert's English became rather more apparent, and he
forgot all his Elementary French except Parlet-wus Franpy

